the HiBork of King Lear, 

no-era to (hoot a troupe of horfe with fell, 5c whenl haue flole 
vponthefe fonne iniiwes, thenkill,kill, kill, killjkill, kill. 

‘ En ter three Gentlemn. 

Gent. O here he is, lay hands vponhim firs, your moft deere 
Lear. No rcskue,wliat a piifoner,I amccnethenaturall foole 
of Fortune, vfe me well youihallhaue ranfome, Ictmee hauea 
chur^ionl am cut to the brames. 

G°nt, You fhall haue any thing . 

Lear No feconds, all my felte, why this would make a man 
of fait to vfe his eyes for garden waterpots, I and laying Autums 

I will die braucly like a bridegroome, what H will be 
Iouiall,' come, come, I ama King my maifters, knowyouthat. 

Sr/The^thems liS nay md you get it you fhall get it 

mod pitifinnrth 7 e n^neft wretch , paft fpca< 
ki^ ofin a Icing: thou haft one daughter who redeemes nature 
fernthe general! curfe which twame hath brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle fir. 

Gent. Sir fpeed you, whats your will. 

Edr, Do you heare ought ofa battell tow • 

Gelt. Moft furc and vulgar euery one here 

t.fNcUandonrp.alfo.c.l.cmau, edrferya, 

Standft on the howcrly thoughts. 

edf. I thanke you fir thats all* , f i w 

ghfl. Now good fir vvhapreyom s blowes , 

Sdg. A moft poore man made lame b) W 
Who by the Arc of lcnowne arid feeling <- 1 ■ 

Ani prcgnant to S ood pitty, glue me your ta-d 

lie leade you to fome biding. qhfu 



TheHi[hrk of King Lear, 

Glofi, Hartie thankes, the bomet and beniz of heauen to 

Enter Steward. 

™Stew. A proclamed prize, moft happy, that eylcs head of thine 
was framed flelh to rayfe my fortunes, thou moft vnhappy tray- 
tor, briefly thy felfe remember, the fword is out that muftde- 

ftr< £?M. e< Now let thy friendly hand put ftrength enough to't. 

SteC. Wherefore bould pefant durft thou fupport a pubiiftit 
traytor, hence leaft the infeftion of his fortune take like hold on 
thee , let goe his arme ? 

Sdg, Chill not let goe fir without cagion. 

Stew. Letgoeflaue, or thoudieft. 

Edg. Good Gentleman goe your gate, let poore vokepafle, 
and chud haue becne fw aggafd out of my life, itwould not haue 
beene fo long by a fortnight, nay come not neare the old man, 
keepc out, cheuore ye,or ile trie whether your cofter or my bat- 

tero be the harder, ile be plaine with you. 

Stew. Out dunghill, they fight. 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth fir, come, no matter for your foyns. 

Stew. Slaue thou haft flaine me, villaine take my purffe, 

If euer thou wilt thriue, burie my bodie, 

And o-iue the letters which thou find’ft about me 

To Edmund Earle of G lofter, (ce ke him out vpon 

The Brttifh partie, 6 vntimely death ! death. He diet, 

Edg. I know thee well, a feruiceable villaine, 

As dutious to the vices of thy miftres, as badnes would 

Glofi. What is he dead ? fdefire. 

Edg. Sit you down father, reft you lets fee his pockets 
Thefe letters that he fpeakes of may be my friends , 

Hee’s dead, I am only forrow he had no other deathfma 
Let vs fee’deaue gentle w'axe .and manners blame vs not 
To know our enemies minds wee d rip their hearts. 

Their papers is more lawfull. 

Lctyour reciprocall vow r es bee reinembred, you haue many 
opportunities to cut him offif your will want not,time and place 
will be fruitfully offered, there is nothing done, If he retumethe 
cotiquerour, then ami the prifoner, and his bed my gayle, from 
the lethed warmth whereof deliuer me, and fupply the place for 

K your 


